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Summary:
Andrew decides that maybe he shouldn't always listen to damn, Ashley. Kinda late but it's about time he realized his sister may not be the best person to be around.

As tempting as it is to follow in Dad's pathetic footsteps, Andrew isn't about to just lay down and let Ashley do whatever she wants yet again. Especially after what happened with Nina and Julia. It's time for him to decide this time, as a "fuck you!" to Ashley's psychotic bullshit!

Chapter 1: Quiet Car Ride
Summary:
Andrew rolls his eyes as he keeps his eye on the road, Ashley sleeping in the backseats snoring like a little baby.

Chapter Text
Andrew’s eyes scan the road, unable to resist ducking a bit as cars pass by him. He sighs as he stops at a red light, his finger already tapping on the steering wheel in impatience and frustration as the traffic light’s timer counts down in an agonizingly slow pace.

 

“Go faster you…” Andrew mutters to himself, his tapping on the wheel becoming more urgent as he eyes the red numbers still counting down at the same speed. Maybe you should try screaming or something? I’m sure that’ll work better than muttering.

 

Instead, Andrew decides to actually uses his brain and calms down, stopping his abuse of the poor dead hitman’s steering wheel. Andrew’s eyes scan around the car again, getting mildly pissed at seeing his sister drooling and leaning against the windshield. Sleeping like a baby like she always has, leaving poor little Andy to his own little mental demons while she deals with real ones.

 

“Damned, Ashley… Sleeping so happy after we almost got killed… You’re such a weirdo, you know that?” Andrew smile and lightly pokes his sister’s cheek before letting out a chuckle. “Ahaha! Why am I even whining about that at this point?” Andrew lightly shakes his head, feeling like an idiot for even thinking that Ashley isn’t used to this shit already. But for Andrew himself… Those nightmares just get worse, and no amount of Ashley comfort is gonna fix it, which is usually something an older sibling should do but Ashley is the source of those nightmares sooo…

 

Andrew sighs and leans back into his seat, stepping on the gas once again as the timer hits zero. Starting his drive to the dreaded parent’s humble abode! All Andrew can hope is that they won’t find anything too weird there, knowing that two adults without their kids for three months can get up to some weird shit.

 

 

He looks around for the street, going and stopping at points to look at the clearly faded road signs. Squinting his eyes as he tries to make out the words whilst also trying his best not to show his face, the hitman’s tinted glass actually helping out Andrew to ease his worries about getting caught. Thanks Dead guy! Too bad he didn’t pay for using up Ashley’s future vision though.


 
Brooding at the thought of asking around, Andrew wastes a few minutes until he finally reaches the street. It’s still early but he already knows that his mom and dad are already long gone to work, those office cubicles aren’t going to die by themselves after all. He stops at the parking lot, turning off the engine and leaning back to wait for his sweet little Ashley to wake up.

 

Andrew rolls the windshield down and leans his elbow on the windowsill of the car door and pops out a cig to light, letting the cancerous smoke fill his lungs and the nicotine to kick in to make him feel less dead. No wonder why there was so much ash in that ashtray back in the apartment.

 

He looks around and puffs some gray smoke into the air, making sure no one is around to see him. Ever the cautious one, Andrew eventually finishes his smoke and chucks the remains outside, ready to light a new one. His eyes make contact with his dear shitty sister.

 

Andrew pouts as he lights the cigarette, seeing Ashley shift around in her sleep and lightly groaning. Her brows furrowed and murmuring something about flowers. But Andrew could care less as he place the cigarette between his lips and breathes in the calming smoke again. Leaning his arm on the windowsill and staring outside again, his half lidded eyes scanning the clearly rich houses that adorn this street. Mom and Dad are really living it good after their two kids essentially died in that damn apartment.

 

“Those two pricks must’ve sold us off or something… Wouldn’t surprise me. Although it’s weird to why they would even keep us alive in the first place… Whatever.” Andrew decides to leave it at that and puffs some more smoke outside the car, looking up at the sky and closing his eyes, letting down his guard when he is clearly visible to whoever is in a parking lot in the middle of the afternoon, which clearly isn’t a lot. Andrew’s still being a dumbass closing his eyes like this though. 

 

“Wonder how mom is doing… Oh and Dad… Maybe the two already have another kid or something?” Andrew laughs to himself, opening his eyes and looking back at Ashley sleeping in more or less like a baby, having dream tantrums and all. “Wonder how much trouble that would be… I don’t want to take care of another one.” He chuckles to himself, flicking Ashley’s forehead which makes her stir in her sleep. Poor Ashley is probably dreaming about demons or something, poor little Ashley is probably getting mauled to death as her older brother is finding it amusing as hell.

 

Andrew lightly shakes his head his smile disappearing as he looks at Ashley again, although his eyes don’t show that same amusement from earlier. Uh oh. Andrew furrows his brows and looks down at his cleaver, gripping it tightly and then glancing at Ashley’s gun in her hand. “You really were troublesome, Ashley… Even when we were kids… I just wanted to live a normal life and you had to ruin it…” Andrew mutters to himself, sighing as he shakes his head and looks at the car’s various compartments, a smirk on his lips as he says. “Heh… Maybe that guy had some mags to pass the time or something… Better than nothing after Ashley lost my phone.” He chuckles to himself, although his words from earlier still linger in his mind.

 

“I always keep wondering if… Oh!” Andrew stops himself from speaking as he notices something in one of the compartments. A smirk on his lips as he eyes the dangerous yet appealing weapon, uh oh. Looks like Andrew found a new tool, just in case. “I should keep this with me… In case Ashley messes everything up for me again…” He looks over to still slumbering Ashley, biting his lip in hesitation before shaking his head and putting the gun in his pocket. He’ll just make an excuse to Ashley later about how it’s better to have two guns instead of one.

 

His eyes glance over to sleeping Ashley, a light glare in his eyes as his expression darkens and he then slowly mutters. “You really cause me so much trouble, Ashley… All the people I love, left me because of you… I killed people due to your bullshit… You’re such a pain in the ass…” He groans and then a dark smirk shows on his lips, His finger on the trigger of his newfound contingency tool. “You know, Ashley… I always wonder… What my life would’ve been like… IF YOU DIDN’T RUIN IT”



Chapter 2: Time to steal some dough!
Summary:
Time to steal Mom and Dad's money! It's the least they can do after leaving us behind after all!

Chapter Text
“They have their own Ingredients, Andrew! Like, What the fuck?!” Ashley huffs out as she eyes the carrots and potatoes growing in the backyard of her parent’s new home. “We were eating trash and canned tomatoes for weeks and they get to eat damn freshly grown vegetables?!” Ashley saying as the ever calm sister of Andrew.

 

“Just stop complaining for a few minutes will you? We still have to get inside and you’re not helping.” Andrew rolls his eyes and looks under the flower pot, it was empty of course, To which Andrew scoffs and leaves the pot tipped over and stares at the doorknob. His impatience already starting to grow as the shine of that honestly rich looking doorknobs taunts him.

 

Ashley clings to Andrew from behind, putting her arm over his shoulder, she takes out her gun and waves it around with a playful smirk. “I say we just blast the damn door open! Not like Mom or Dad’s gonna use it after this anyway~” Andrew’s eyes constrict and he quickly turns around and forces Ashley’s hand to hide the gun, looking around nervously and whispering in a very aggressive tone to his very clearly jump to the gun sister, literally.

 

“Ashley! What if someone sees you waving that gun around and saying those fucking words?! Just behave for once, will you?!” Andrew grits his teeth, unable to help growling under his breath as Ashley laughs in her brother’s anger, smirking with pride as she decides to mock Andrew’s fear. “Come on, Andy~ If anyone sees us, just more souls for the demon, right? Means more visions for me~” Ashley so empathetically suggests, looking into Andrew's pissed off eyes with amusement.

Andrew is suddenly overcome with joy and demonic insanity, absolutely livid and immediately agrees to shoot up their parent’s new neighbors! Harvesting souls and frolicking in the guts of their enemies to live happily ever after with Ashley…


…

 


NOT!! Typical Andrew is fucking pissed off, not only from Ashley using that nickname, but also from the bitch’s lack of empathy for anyone, which is hypocritical since he didn’t anything that for the woman in apartment 302. But I guess he’s starting to have second thoughts now that their parents are in the mix of things.

 

“Look you trainwreck of a woman. We’re not going to get anyone else involved with our problems alright? … Although, I have to say that the world really has gotten more shit from the last few months.” Andrew groans as Ashley has a confident smirk on her face as she shoves the gun back in her pocket. “What’s the matter, Andrew? You suddenly see everything the right way after Mommy stopped pampering you? Aww, Boohoo~ Guess what, Dumbass. I have always seen the world like this, full of shit and people you can’t trust…” Ashley shrugs after her words, clearly not wanting anything else from Andrew’s pampered mouth.

 

Andrew rolls his eyes and crosses his arms as he turns around and says. “Whatever... Mom loved you too, you know… She always tells me… You don’t believe it, of course… But if she really didn’t, she would’ve just thrown you out into the streets…” Ashley lets out a sarcastic “Wow” as she begins clapping with an annoyed smirk on her lips.

 

“Yup. Really felt the love there, especially when she shoved my birthday aside to go buy wine for her hubby~” Ashley’s clasps her hands together in a sarcastic cute pose, cracked black hearts in her eyes as she pouts and wears an unamused expression. “Really don’t get why you kiss Mom’s ass all the time. Even during our time rotting, You always defended her, saying she’s just scared or whatever bullshit you pulled out your ass... Although, I do remember you saying you could give less of a shit about Dad though… I mean, I'm not saying I disagree... But You really should have more love for Mom’s pet, you know?”

 

Ashley smiles a bit from her words, and Andrew can’t help but laugh from hearing it. Looks like the two still are siblings at heart, one hundred percent siblings from Andrew’s view of course… Maybe less than that, actually... “Ahaha! God, you’re terrible… Look, I just love Mom. Okay? She did a lot for me… But still doesn’t mean I’m not on board with our plan…” Andrew is turned around, which thankfully hides his hesitation from his sharp eyed sister. “So how about let’s just get to it and find a way inside already.”

 

Ashley smiles in response to Andrew’s words, meanwhile Andrew feels for the gun in his pocket, reminding himself that Ashley isn’t the only one that has cards to play here. 

 

The two go back to looking around for a way in, Ashley keeping her complaints to herself for once, thank god. And Andrew still trying to think his way inside, maybe that Business course in college wasn’t the best choice… In this situation at least. Not like he can scam the door into opening or anything.

 

 


Andrew stops in front of a window with a small opening, it wasn’t too high but enough that he couldn’t reach it even on the tip of his toes. He eyes the window for a bit and could clearly see that it had a small hook holding it from fully opening, weird design but alright. Clever Andrew already saw a stick that should do but he still had the problem of not reaching the damn opening in the first place.

 

He looks over to Ashley who looks as if she was about to kick the damn door down, her brows furrowed and her expression dark from frustration. Probably from rummaging around and getting more infuriated on how rich this place looks compared to their small apartment. “Ashley! Stop glaring at the door and help me out with this!”

 

Andrew’s voice snaps Ashley out of her hateful trance and the two work together to get Ashley’s ass to work and into that window. Andrew keeping his head low with an annoyed expression as Ashley takes her sweet time with unhooking that window.

 

Eventually she gets inside and lands with a graceful pose, eyeing the room and seeing that she was in an unfinished bathroom. Thankfully all that was in the air was dust, not shit air. She looks around and grabs some loose tiles and cement to make a small block to step on to let her reach over the window, why not just look inside the house for a chair or something? Idiot.

 

And thus before the idiot can help her brother he says. “I’ll just go over to the front door, I doubt Mom or Dad would go so far as to trap their house… Come on!” Ashley huffs as she steps off her carefully constructed block of broken shit and walks into the living room. Happy to get out of that dust filled unfinished bathroom.

 

Finally dust free, Ashley has a happy smile as she frolics over to the door and opens it for her dear brother Andrew, who glances at the interior before saying. “Wow… Mom and Dad really went far with this new house…” He was about to step inside but Ashley stops him, much to his clear annoyance.

 

“Well? Aren’t you gonna say something?” Ashley wears a smug smile, still blocking Andrew’s way inside. He reacts in kind with a slightly pissed off smile and then coughs before speaking in a diligent and elegant voice.

 

“Marvelously done, Sister! My, I must say that you are one of the most best door openers of this generation! If only more could see how absolutely efficient and elegant you are at opening this contraption of such a home… Can I go in, now?” Ashley smirks and flips her hair back before nodding and letting Andrew inside their parent’s new home.

 

 Immediately the two admire the interior of this house, Andrew’s eyes immediately going over to the photo collection in the corner whilst Ashley growls at how soft and new everything is compared to their apartment. “What the fuck? Is this… Linen or some shit?! Our old couch was made out of cardboard for fuck’s sake!” Certainly it wasn’t, but maybe the rot and old food made it so, idiot.

 

As idiot was still gawking over how good their parents have it, Andrew eyes the pictures. It was his Mom and Dad looking all happy and shit, no sign of their supposed loved children in any of the frames whatsoever. He looks… Disappointed, even moving aside some photos to try and find any pictures of him and Ashley but nothing. “Fuck… Really? Nothing?”

 

Andrew sighs, maybe he really shouldn’t go against this plan after all. It really doesn’t seem like their parents cared about the two… Not even him. “Fuck this… Why did I even have hope?” Andrew kicks the table to knock over all of the photos, and one falls off the ledge, looks like he’s gonna have to pick that up.

 

He groans and kneels down, reaching for the picture, but oddly enough. He finds two underneath the table. Andrew reaches over for the one he didn’t see before and lifts it up to see what the photo is… His eyes widen slightly and a small genuine smile on his face, staring at the photo for a bit until, you know who.

 

“Andrew! Stop kneeling in front of our parent’s photos and get to robbing them already! Seriously though, have you seen how good they have it? They have a fireplace, Andrew. A fireplace!” *Ashley’s words make Andrew jolt up slightly, quickly grabbing the fallen photo whilst keeping the other one hidden from his dear sister. Promptly putting the photo back in with the others. “Yeah Yeah. It probably gets cold here in the winter… Let’s just get this over with. I’ll check the bedroom, you get the basement. Alright?”

 

Ashley nods and smiles as she gives her brother a quick hug and scurries off to the basement. Andrew brushing his shirt off of his sister’s affection or something. Maybe her dead skin? Whatever it is, Andrew walks over to the bedroom of their parents.

 

He tenses up and has an uncomfortable smile on his face, god. He could already imagine what happens on that damn bed of theirs… And the fact it looks so clean doesn’t bode well for it. “Ugh… Let’s just get this over with…” He mutters to himself as he reaches over to the dresser, surprise surprise. It’s locked. He checks under the bed, nothing. Under the pillow, nothing. In the closet… Oh… That’s a lot… and I mean a LOT of rope… AND WHAT THE HELL IS THAT?

 

“NOPE! FUCK THAT!” Andrew promptly closes the closet door, shivering a bit in disgust at seeing what their parents have been up to. A blush is visible on his cheeks as he decides to get another peek inside, nope. Still disgusting. One question though… Which one is getting tied up with THAT!?

 

Andrew can’t or more likely won’t think about that, although either way. That’s enough of seeing his parent’s past times and back to looking for valuables… But how come they lock the damn dresser but not the closet?!

 

“Ugh… I want to sit down… But I don’t want to get near that bed…” He shakes his head, eyeing the forbidden bed as he carefully walks by it and to the dresser, trying to get his mind off of the horror he just witnessed. “Think about the dresser… Think about the fucking dresser…” Andrew repeats over and over as he fiddles with the lock, his blush not leaving his cheeks as he tries to ignore what is clearly on his mind right now.

 

 

Almost as if on cue, dear little demon Ashley shows up with a key in her hands. “Lookie Lookie what I found~ Mom and Dad really are living it up, aren’t they? In life AND in the bedroom!” Andrew looks at Ashley with a disgusted and honestly appalled look, leave it to Ashley to bring it up again.

 

“Just give me that!” Andrew swipes the key from Ashley’s hands, which leaves her pouting and grumbling a bit as Andrew quickly uses the key, hoping to God there isn’t more puke inducing crap in this dresser. Seems like God spared Andrew for now, as he gets to keep his lunch in his stomach. Or whatever snacks that hitman left in his car.

 

Nothing but a bunch of Documents, just like Mom to be someone who keeps her documents in the dresser of all places. The two siblings start rummaging through the papers, unluckily there isn’t any prized jewels as Ashley expected. Luckily there doesn’t seem to be any more toys that Andrew expected.

 

“Just a bunch of fucking Documents? Why keep this shit locked up?!” Ashley throws down the papers, which were just records of their expenses for this house… Damn… Building a house is expensive as hell. “It’s almost as if those two are just rubbing their money in our faces! I sooo want to burn this fucking place to the ground… Especially with those two inside!” Andrew rolls his eyes to Ashley’s side comment, of course she wouldn’t care about being caught. But it seems to have slipped past her mind that she can’t get souls from burnt corpses.

 

Andrew rummages through the documents and finds two with their names on it… Ah yes… Death certificates… Those DAMN FUCKS- “What the fuck?! They prepared death certificates and everything?!” Andrew grits his teeth, but it looks like Ashley isn’t too surprised.

 

“Oh… We died three months ago, huh? Oh well… There goes Andy and Leyley~” Andrew looks at Ashley with clear pissed-offness as he sighs and shoves the documents back inside the drawer. “I really thought they didn’t know… But all of this is…” Ashley lets out a laugh and wraps her arm around Andrew’s shoulder again.

 

“Aww~ Poor little Momma’s boy didn’t get the better treatment this time? How sad~ Don’t worry… You still got me here with you~” Judging by Andrew’s expression… It really looks like he would rather be alone right now. “Come on, Andy~ Let’s show our parents who’s really gonna be dead this time!” Ashley smiles widely, almost sweet if it wasn’t for her eyes, those damn sadistic eyes.

 

Andrew tenses up, despite just finding out their parents already prepared LEGALLY stamped and signed documents over their death… It’s clear little Momma’s boy doesn’t want to accuse just yet… In his Mom’s case at least… I guess Dad can go fuck himself, right?

 

“Fine… Let’s just get some answers first… I wanna hear them from those two…” Andrew’s expression darkens after his words, to which Ashley finds it amusing? Hot? Whatever it is, it riles her up all right. “That’s more like it, Andrew! Let’s show our parents who’s boss!”

 

But all that confidence blows out the window as the two shits suddenly hear someone’s familiar voice… Albeit a lot more tired than they remember. “Hello? Is… Is someone in here?” Andrew’s eyes light up partially, all those good memories come rushing back? For Ashley though… Oh, she’s already gone… Oh shit!

 

Andrew rushes out of the bedroom and into the living room to see Ashley clearly not happy at seeing Mom again. “Mom.” Mrs Graves is clearly confused, her tired eyes looking up and down Ashley’s body as if she isn’t really sure how to react. Poor- I mean, Rich Mom seems to have brought some fine cuisine in that plastic bag In her hand… A sight that Ashley isn’t too fond of.

 

“A-Ashley? What… What are you doing here? … Andrew?” Mom looks over to Andrew, who is more or less happy to see his Mom… Those shiny eyes don’t lie, Andrew! Once a Momma’s boy, always a Momma’s boy! “H-Hey… Mom… You look good…” Nice one, Andrew.



Chapter 3: Hi Mom! You look… Well?
Summary:
Damn Momma's boy, still holding onto hope, aren't you? Not like Ashley could care less... All she can see is another soul for another vision!

Chapter Text
 

“As good as someone who crawled out of a cubicle…” Ashley says with a sarcastic smirk, her eyes already scanning her Mother’s body, it’s clear that she has seen better days… In her pictures at least. Ruffled hair, ruffled jacket. Geez! At least she looks a hell of a lot better than when she was taking care of demonic little shit over here.

 

“Thanks for the compliment… Always love your mother don’t you, Ashley?” Mrs… How about let’s call dear mother Something else? Carrie? Rosie? What ever bullshit Mom name can fit a tired looking woman… How about Kathy? Or Katie… Whatever.

 

Kathy’s smile can be attributed with a few words, mainly: ‘This shit again’ as she looks at her two loving children and continues speaking. “How did you two even get inside…? I swear I locked that door…” Andrew sweats and looks around trying to find an excuse, meanwhile Ashley is a few words away from blasting this bitch’s brains in.

 

Andrew notices Ashley’s twitchy fingers and holds them away from her concealed gun and blurts out an answer. “Unlocked! You left the door unlocked! Hehe… Me and Ashley decided to come visit you and dad… We missed you after all! So we uh… Just went inside since the door was open…” Andrew pulls an excuse out of his ass, to which Kathy seems to buy into. Ashley not looking too happy as her brother’s hand is clearly stopping her from making their Mother’s face into a testament to dear Abraham himself.

 

“Did I really? Ugh… I must be staying up too long…” Kathy scratches the back of her head as she thinks back if she really did forget to lock the door. Her thoughts get interrupted as Andrew the Momma’s boy grabs the plastic bag out of her hand and smiles albeit a bit forced. “You must be tired after work, right? Let me make you some coffee… Where do you keep the grounds?” Kathy looks into her son’s eyes and sighs softly, a hint of guilt in her eyes. Oh? Mrs. Graves must be just too tired to control her emotions, properly…

 

“Thanks, Andrew… The grounds are in the cupboard above the blender… I’m going to lie down for a bit… Make sure Ashley doesn’t break anything… Okay, Andrew?” Andrew smiles and nods as he steps back to let Mom pass by, Ashley shooting her a glare as Andrew ever so gently grabs his sister’s hand and says. “Come! Let’s go make Mom some coffee!”

 

Ashley winces a bit from her brother’s tight hold and unwillingly gets dragged into the kitchen, still eyeing their Mother as she retreats back into the bedroom. Kathy keeping her eyes on Ashley before the two siblings go into the kitchen, a soft sigh escaping her lips before she goes into her room to change.

 

 

“What the fuck, Andrew?! Still kissing Mom’s ass after seeing those documents?! The bitch wrote us off as dead and left us to starve! Can’t you just stop being such a little bitch and let’s offer the hag’s soul already!” Ashley smirks with a sadistic air, pulling out her gun and waving it around in front of Andrew’s face as the poor soul is putting away the groceries like a good little ass kisser.

 

“You have a gun, I have a gun. Let’s just tie up dear mother in the basement and wait for Dad to show up so we can tie him up too! If they try to jump us… Then we blow their brains out and use their neighbors instead!” Ashley cackles after her words, bitch is clearly losing it as Andrew rolls his eyes and points to the coffee machine. “Just play along, will you? Go and make some coffee for all of us, or you can put in the groceries. Your pick.” He shrugs, giving Ashley an unamused look as Ashley says with a tone full of scorn. “I don’t drink that crap. No thanks.”

 

“Then move over and you put in the groceries then. Just don’t break anything, Please?” Ashley huffs as Andrew walks aside and goes over to the cupboard and takes the coffee grounds, his sister growling under her breath as she returns Mom’s groceries in their fridge. “Would’ve been nice to get some of this food in our apartment… Wouldn’t it?”

 

Andrew only responds with a sigh and focuses on brewing the coffee, the sound of the water heating up filling the room. With the occasional hard placement of frozen goods by Ashley breaking the silence every few seconds.

 

Minutes pass by and the coffee finishes brewing, almost as if summoned by the smell. Dear exhausted looking Mother appears in the doorway, sighing as she is already attacked by Ashley’s killing glare. “Hello you two… Is the coffee done, Andrew?” Momma’s boy himself responds with a sweet smile, a smile that pisses off Ashley to her bones at seeing him act such a sweet boy.

 

“Yeah! Come and sit down, Just let me pour them into the mugs…” Andrew forces his smile still, turning around to really show his true hesitation and dark expression. Feeling for the gun in his pocket before pouring the coffee into three mugs. That little shit Ashley’s gonna drink one whether she likes it or not.

 

He turns around, tray in hands as he forces a sweet smile once again as he steps to the table and places the coffee mugs. “Here, Mom… I hope I still remember how exactly you like it… I used to make them for you, right?” Kathy has a small smile as she nods, looking away for a bit as if to get her thoughts. “Of course I remember… Especially the times you put too much creamer…”

 

Andrew responds with a small chuckle, god this is so cheesy. Ashley isn’t too fond of Andrew’s compliance as he shoots her a look that basically says “Get your ass over here.” To which Ashley rolls her eyes and picks the seat farthest away from Kathy. Andrew taking the seat next to Mom as he sips some of his coffee as well, pretending to close his eyes but really keeping one of them partially open to see if their mother is liking it.

 

Ashley takes a whiff of the coffee and shudders back, pursing her lips together as she looks away in annoyance and disgust. Meanwhile Kathy takes a sip of the coffee, Andrew keeping his eyes on her as if seeking validation like a damn puppy.

 

“Mmm… Looks like you take after your mother… The brew is almost perfect.” Andrew smiles in response, I swear if he had a tail it would wagging to shit right now. “I see. I’m glad you like it! Guess your coffee drinking really rubbed off on me, Ahaha!” Kathy lets out a small laugh with Andrew, Ashley forcefully scratching her nails on the table to stop this happy family bullshit in front of her.

 

“Whatever. So, Mom… How’d you afford the new place? Finally win the lottery or something? Or maybe you decided that old hag body is good enough for some clubs? I heard that’s in high demand right now~” Ashley’s jealousy is pretty obvious, enough for her own mother to notice. “Why’d I expect you to behave, Ashley… Of course you’re still like this after months in that apartment.”

 

Kathy sighs softly as Ashley growls under her breath, glaring the bitch down with her nails digging into the table cloth. “How sad. It would’ve been nice to have a warning when me and Andrew were still stuck in the apartment, right? Oh wait. You never answer when I call! So I’m sorry for being such a little bitch, Mom.” Ashley’s lips twitch with annoyance, she really wants to get this shitty roleplay over with and kill this old hag.

 

But Andrew is still playing along so of course the younger sibling has to go along too. “Haha… Yeah… Ashley’s still the same as ever… Seriously though, Mom… How did you get the money for this place? It must’ve been sudden to have to move out of our apartment like that… So I’m sure you were unprepared…” Andrew still has his smile, but underneath the table he was already itching to grab his gun. Keeping his eyes on dear mother for her reaction, to which she reacts with a sigh and weak smile.

 

“It was sudden… I was lucky to get a loan from the bank for this place… But I’ve managed to pay it off by now. Being a manager is hard work but, it does take care of the money side.” That was bullshit. Even Andrew could tell how much shit was coming out of his mother’s mouth right now, but he restrains himself. “R-Really? Wow… That must be hard to pay off, huh? Ahaha… But I’m glad that you and Dad are living well here…” No he isn’t. And sure as hell Ashley isn’t as well.

 

She glares at Andrew who notices but keeps his friendly smile, kicking Ashley’s foot under the table to which the “fragile” girl winces in response. Kathy sighs and purses her lips as well, Andrew’s eyes looking at her’s and it’s almost as if he can see a hint of guilt. “I can obviously tell something’s wrong… And I might know what it is… Look… I can let you two stay here until dinner… I have to talk with your dad about a few things before I promise anything else… So just be patient you two, alright?”

 

Andrew smiles and nods, standing up as well as Ashley. Her hand reaching for the gun and smirking with sadistic pleasure. “So he’s coming soon, Great! So let’s just cut to the ch-” Poor Ashley’s mouth Is quickly covered by her brother’s hand, to which Kathy looks at the two with a raised brow.

 

“Ahaha! What I think Ashley was trying to say is, Thanks Mom… I’m sure you could tell what’s happening with us right now… Since we are staying, I’ll make dinner for us… Would that be okay, Mom?” Andrew gives Ashley a scolding look, the girl sighing under his hand and putting her hand away from her gun. Kathy manages to put on a small smile before speaking. How sweet she still cares... Probably... “If you insist… Thanks for keeping Ashley under control, Andrew… Work wasn’t kind with me earlier and I have a headache… You’re really helping me out here…” Andrew smiles and nods, putting on that sweet boy facade again.

 

“It’s okay, Mom… I have been taking care of Ashley for years after all, what’s a few more hours? Ahaha! … Just get some rest, Mom. Me and Ashley will take care of things here.” Kathy has a slightly guilty look as she averts her gaze for a bit, but she smiles and nods before getting up with her coffee and exits the kitchen. Ashley quickly pushes away Andrew and crosses her arms, looking at Andrew with a pissed off expression.

 

 

“Sooo? Are gonna do this shit or what? Maybe you wanna play good little boy Andy to the damn bitch who left us to starve in our old apartment!” Andrew responds with an exasperated sigh, turning to Ashley and giving her an honest to god exhausted look. “We are still doing it, alright? I’m just trying to get Mom to trust us enough to not call the cops on us or something…” Ashley rolls her eyes, putting her hands to her hips and giving Andrew a sarcastic look.

 

“Yeah, sprout more of those excuses, Andrew! It’s obvious that you just wanna be the cute little obedient Andy to Mom again! Seeing you interact with her like that was sickening… Might I remind you, Young Graves. She left us to die. In fact, in her twisted mind we already are dead! She went so far to prepare those death certificates after all!” Andrew groans and looks away from Ashley, clenching his hands into fists as he lets himself simmer down with a few seconds of silence.

 

“Ashley… I know what our parents did, alright? And I’m not about to let them get away with it… So I’m still on board with this, just letting Mom get her guard down around me so we can get them to be quiet... Just trust your big brother for once… Alright?” Andrew smiles softly, looking into Ashley’s eyes with a familiar friendly energy.

 

Ashley pouts before groaning and crossing her arms again, seeming to think about it for a bit before finally managing to slug out some words. “Fineee! I’m kinda curious on what bullshit Mom and Dad are up to as well… But I’m not waiting past tomorrow morning, alright? I doubt those two will let us stay for more than a day in their. ‘Humble abode’.” Andrew smiles and nods, even showing his teeth as he does so. Charming Fucker.

 

And Ashley of course blushes in response, before huffing and brooding more about the wait. “Everything will go fine, Ashley… Just want some answers from the two. That’s all…” Andrew places a hand on Ashley’s shoulder, to which the flustered incest machine blushes even more as she nods in response. What a lovestruck psycho.

 

“Good. Now, come on… Let’s show Mom and Dad how better we got at cooking!” Andrew chuckles after his words, moving away from Ashley and going to the recipe book, fingers on his lips as he flips through the pages to find a good thing to cook. Meanwhile Yonaka Ver: 2.0 keeps on eyeing her brother, mainly on that thumb on his lips as unaware Andrew keeps his eyes on the important stuff.



Chapter 4: Watch those eyes, Andrew!
Summary:
Where are those eyes heading, Andrew?
Ashley trusts you, you know? You don't wanna test the girl who has a demon's trinket!

Chapter Text
The sounds of metal utensils against the porcelain plates echo in the kitchen, trying to make this boring and awkward family reunion have less of this deafening silence. But It isn’t enough to mask the clear unbearable looks this family are giving each other. Except their father of course, not like he was ever the main focus.

 

“So Dad… What’s with your wrists? You get kidnapped or something?” Ashley decides to break the silence with a more than not needed mention of her Father’s clearly rope burnt wrists. Andrew almost coughs out his food as he looks at Ashley with a clear intent of saying “SHUT YOUR TRAP!” but he continues to chew the food, hoping Ashley’s head isn’t too thick to not get the hint. It doesn’t look like Ashley cares in the slightest though, clearly wanting to make fun of her parents first.

 

Dear Father almost chokes on his food, downing it down with a glass of water before coming up with an excuse. “Uh… I-It’s from work… Ahaha… They make us wear really tight watches and-” Kathy groans and shakes her head, taking a drink of her coffee before interrupting her husband. “Dear. They’re in their twenties. You don’t have to hide it like they’re still children.” Kathy looks towards Ashley with a clearly unamused look as the two women stare each other down with glares.

 

“He likes being tied up during bed. Does that answer your question, Ashley?” Ashley wears a mischievous and prideful smirk nodding in response to Kathy’s question. “I always knew Dad and you were freaks! I just didn’t know that applied to the bedroom too~” Kathy groans and drinks more of her coffee, Andrew rolling his eyes and putting his palm to his face, as if to shield himself from Ashley’s fuckery.

 

“H-How about let’s just eat! Ahaha… I am a bit tired so I would like to get to bed…” Dear old dad suggests, to which Andrew looks towards at his father as if he just saw shit learned to talk... Confused and Appalled more or less Andrew sighs and goes back to eating, his eyes going from Ashley and from his mother. It really does seem like the women run the relationship in this family, as proof: Ashley blurts out another insult. “Wow~! Tired already, Dad? Did you two do it in the morning already? Not like you have kids to bother you in the morning anyway~ So why not save the night for sleeping?”

Ashley’s tone drips with pure contempt, her hand already itching to make sure these two fuckers have a bullet through their skull. Dad responds with a nervous look as Kathy isn’t too fond of Ashley’s clear antagonistic attitude, Kathy sighing and rolling her eyes. Not wasting her breath on entertaining Ashley’s bitchy insult.

 


“Ahaha! You really haven’t changed, Ashley!” Andrew forces a sweet smile, trying so hard to cover for Ashley’s bitchiness with his sweet boy attitude. Andrew stands up looks around with his cute little innocent forced smile, giving Ashley a quick glare as he sees her. “You two must be really tired after work! I’ll do the dishes and clean up here! You two can go rest after a long day...” Ashley stomps her foot in response, grumbling under her breath as she forces herself to behave. For her brother’s sake.

 

 Dear Dad looks at Andrew with light disbelief, almost surprised that his son doesn’t seem to hate him. If only he knew half of the story that was unfolding before him, but side characters don’t get that luxury so he gets to fuck off. “Thanks, Andrew… Ashley really hasn’t changed at all, ahaha…” Dear Dead- Sorry, Dad. Gets up from his seat and shows a small smile as he looks at Kathy. “Honey? Should we go to bed?” She shakes her head and looks at her two children for a few seconds, noting Andrew’s smile and Ashley’s forced behavior.

“*sigh* I’ll be there in a minute, Dear… Just have to talk to our kids for a bit…” Kathy looks at her husband with a tired look, enough to get the bottom to agree and exit the room. “If you say so, I’ll be on the bed… Don’t cause your mother too much trouble, you two.” As if Dad had any say in this, But good little boy Andrew nods as Dad leaves. Now it’s only the three main characters, Kathy and her two children as they seem to tell a story all with just their eyes.

 

The deafening silence is palpable, enough so that Andrew’s good boy mask wavers, his smile twitching slightly meanwhile Ashley puts her hands to her hips, fingers close to her gun in case this suspicious bitch tries to pull something. Whilst all Kathy does is sip her coffee and looks tiredly at her two kids, looking to the side for a bit before finally deciding to speak.

 

“I’ll keep this quick since I feel like I’m about to faint at any moment…” Kathy sighs and stands up, looking directly at Andrew. “I can tell that you two want something…It’s obvious since you both are acting just like when you were kids… Andrew putting on the nice boy smile and Ashley forcing one despite that glare of hers…” Kathy looks at Andrew with pursed lips, a look of both pity and guilt.

 

“Let me guess… After the apartment burned down you two don’t have anywhere to stay… I talked to honey about it and… We both agreed to let you stay for tonight… But After that, you two have to find somewhere else to stay… Alright? You aren’t unwelcome to visit but…” Andrew shakily sighs, putting on a small smile as Ashley rolls her eyes and stops trying to reach for her gun. “I see… I understand, Mom… You and Dad have your dream home after all! Wouldn’t want to ruin it… Ehehe…”

 

Kathy looks away again, moving her hand to her left upper arm and gently rubbing as a form of guilt and pity, she purses her lips again and looks into Andrew’s honestly empathetic eyes. She then looks over to Ashley who gives her a glare in response, to which Kathy sighs and walks close to Andrew.

 

His eyes widen as his mother leans in closer to his ear and whispers some words. “Let’s talk later about something, Andrew… I promise It’s important. It’s just that Ashley can’t know about it, alright?” Andrew who honestly looks to be in a daze as his mother is a bit too close for his liking, he pauses for a bit before nodding and Kathy lets go and steps back.

 

I can already hear Ashley’s fingernails against the table as she sees what looks to be someone getting too close to her MA- Brother. Clear jealousy etched in her face as Kathy nods and gives Andrew a tired smile before adding. “Alright. I’m going to bed… Can you two clean up after dinner?” Andrew snaps out of his daze and smiles and nods. His eyes following Kathy’s as her mother shows a hint of softness through those eyebags. “Good… There’s a bed in the basement for one of you… Andrew, you can take the couch.”

 

Andrew smiles and nods in response, his eyes purely on Kathy as he says. “Of course… Don’t worry about us, Mom. Just get some rest…” Kathy nods and starts to leave, Andrew’s eyes following her as she does so, looking a little more lower than he should.

 


Surprise, Surprise. Miss Pure Love Invocator isn’t too pleased that her brother is eyeing their mother. Ashley stomping to Andrew’s side and placing a forceful hand on his shoulder, causing the eyeing brother to tense up and look at his sister’s rage with slight fear. “Andrew… Where the fuck are you looking at?” Uh oh, she is absolutely pissed with those eyes of hers.

 

“E-Eh? What the hell are you on about this time?” Andrew stutters, pushing away Ashley and scoffing at the jealous girl’s dark look. Clearly used to her tantrums. “I’m looking where I need to be looking at, Dumbass. I’ll clean up things from here, you go and sleep downstairs and I’l-” Before Andrew can even finish talking, dear sister is there to calmly express her disapproval.

 

“LIKE HELL I’M LEAVING YOU ALONE YOU FUCKER!” Ashley grabs Andrew by the collar, glaring daggers into his fearful eyes. “I don’t know what the hell you think this is, but let me remind you… WE. ARE. KILLING. MOM AND DAD. ESPECIALLY THAT OLD HAG WHO LEFT US IN OUR APARTMENT. DO I MAKE MYSELF CLEAR?” Holy shit. She’s mad, and I mean MAD.

 

Andrew growls but sweats slightly before hitting away Ashley’s tight hold on his collar. “Don’t get your cow tits in a twist! I remember why we’re here! To get that fucking demon shit more charge so we don’t die from some fucking hitman or some other crap.” Andrew groans and rolls his eyes, placing a hand on Ashley’s shoulder to calm the angry lady down. “That enough to satisfy your jealousy? God. I don’t get why you’re so fucking worked up over this shit.”

 

Ashley glares at Andrew for a bit, narrowing her eyes as if looking into his very soul. Eventually the darkness in her eyes disappears as she speaks in a very and I mean VERY strained tone of anger. “Alright… Don’t test me, Andrew… I am THIS close to going to our parents room and making it rain with lead…” Ashley leans in close and stares dead straight into his eyes. “Get it, Andrew? I’m not fucking around anymore… You make one wrong move and we’re gonna have to find other fuckers to get souls from…”

 

Andrew rolls his eyes and nods, looking away from Ashley’s honestly scary gaze. “Alright, Alright… Just go and get some beauty rest or something. You’re losing it right now… Fucking hell.” Ashley growls before nodding and giving her brother one last look  of her anger before walking off, steps obviously fucking loud and forced as she stomps down to the basement.

 

Andrew breathes out in relief, hands shaking slightly as he can finally put down the fake mask from both for his Mom and Ashley. He leans against the kitchen counter, wiping off his sweat and looking at his shaking palms. “Why’d I have to be stuck with a fucking psycho… Shit…” Poor Andrew shakes his head, looking around before forcing himself to get the plates. “Come on, Andrew… Have to get myself focused…”

 

Andrew puts all of the plates into the sink, his hands still shaky over Ashley’s words but he forces himself to keep cleaning the damn porcelain. He mutters to himself, something about Ashley being a bitch but his tone changes as he thinks to his Mom. “Mom… I really thought she’d be fucking pissed… But I can tell… Fuck. I guess I’m just too used to Ashley’s crappy bitchiness but Mom… Why is she so… Nice? Guilty? Empathetic? Hell If I know…” 

 

Time continues on as Andrew continues to wash the plates, mind still on Kathy as his shaking hands have subsided by now. “I wonder what Mom wants to say… Should I trust her? For all I know she might be the one who sent the hitman in the first place… Or maybe…” Andrew finishes washing the plates, wiping his hands on a nearby towel as he then goes over to the couch, sitting down and leaning back. Crossing his arms behind his head as he looks at the ceiling.

 

“Should I just go with Ashley? She does have that trinket thing on her… Not Like I have a choice… But… Mom… She really looked guilty back then…” Andrew looks over to the closed door of his parent’s bedroom, dreading the thought of peeking inside to look. “Fuck… I want to check but what If I see them having… Shit!” He slams his fist on the soft cushion of the couch before groaning and rising up from his seat.

 

He sneaks over to the door and puts his ear against the wood first, checking if he hears any peculiar sounds. Thank the stars above that all he hears are snoring… And that’s definitely from his father. “Thank shit.” Andrew wipes off his sweat and gently opens the door to peak inside.

 

Sure enough, his parents are asleep. Peaceful and honestly still looking tired. Andrew looks around and smiles slightly, almost tempted to get a little nostalgic from back when he was young and had nightmares… Especially after Nina… Fuck, Andrew shouldn’t think about this shit right now.

 

He looks at his Mom and Dad’s faces, a small smile on his lips as he looks at Dad still wearing that shitty expression as usual. Whilst his Mom… She looks… Exhausted… and yet so…

 

Andrew closes the door, leaning against it for a bit to think, looking at his hands with a conflicted expression before looking at the stairs leading down into the basement. “Fuck… What am I even thinking… Shit… Crap…” Andrew mutters all kinds of swears but not like they helped him to decide, he feels for the gun in his pocket for a bit. His trump card in all this in case it doesn’t go well. And It sure is looking that way…

 

“I should do… Something… Anything… What do I do… Fuck!” Andrew groans and heads over to the couch, sitting back down and looking to the stairs once again, biting his lip in hesitation and guilt as he cycles from looking at his parent’s door and to the stairs. Fucking back and forth, back and forth.

 

But his eyes the stop to the picture table, the light glint of the picture that fell below makes him stare at that place. He stares and Stares, minutes pass by and he finally stands up. Pursing his lips and looking up at the ceiling before muttering. “I’m really going to go through with this… Huh? Shit… Alright…” 

 

Andrew nods to himself, closing his eyes and thinking of what to do before walking over to the picture table and kneeling down to place the fallen picture back in with the rest. His finger caresses the cracked glass, his eyes locked onto the picture of what he values most. And there’s nothing in this fucking earth that’s gonna separate him from it.

 